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movement, and I with wind in my hair and joy in
my heart* Peter never thought this quite fair*
In the sunset the three of us returned to where,
in the uppermost of two long tin huts which clung
to the steep sides of a slope* I lived, and shared
with Peter a room the size of an ordinary bath-room*
It was one of six rooms, each of which was divided
from the other by a thin partition and allotted to
visiting generals and colonels* When I first arrived
at the camp my room had been as bare as it was un-
lovely ; and so, knowing I should have to live and
wash in this room for four months, I had a suite of
furniture sent out from Salisbury* It was a lasting
joy that each night I retired to a comfortable bed,
whilst the visiting Lordly Ones on either side of
me groaned uneasily upon their hard, unyielding
camp-beds, and washed out of a bowl the sise of a
pudding-basin* Speaking of groaning reminds
me how, because of the thinness of the partitions,
every movement made by my neighbours was audi-
ble in no uncertain manner, for the walls were
sounding-boards*
From experience in that room I have come to
the conclusion that all the Lordly Ones snore ;
the more Lordly they are the louder they snore*
Never gentlemanly purring, but fog-horn snores
which shook not only their beds, but my own as
well, I soon grew used to it, but not so Peter, who